Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



204SS'. ^ I • '> 



I 



J?avtiarti (Tollcgc Hifavarii 




SAMUEL SHAPLEIGH 

(Class of i79g) 



i 



IMI 




' •A-r'* 



i 



m 



FRAGIUA LABIUA 



45^ copies of this book 
have been printed on 
Kelmscott hand-made 
paper and the type 
distributed. 



^ 






© 



FRAGILIA LABILIA 

BY 
JOHN ADDINGTON SYMONDS 




PORTLAND MAINE PUBLISHED 
BY THOMAS B MOSHER AT XLV 
EXCHANGE STREET MDCCCCII 



// 






a\ 



JAN 6 1903 



FOREWORD 



FRAGILIA LABILIA — an Old World 
title of a little song-garland — is not to 
be found among any of the late John Adding- 
ton Symonds' published poems.' Privately 
printed for its author's own use it remains 
unmentioned in bibliographical lists, nor has 
it ever appeared in the almost inevitable book 
sale which takes place as soon as a well 
known author dies. A rare distinction even 
if there were no other I 

Mere rarity, however, is not all ; hence, in 
a series devoted to the reissue of inaccessible 
books, especially in connexion with Prima- 
vera J a slender sheaf like Fragilia Labilia 

> The exact title reads as follows: Fragilia Labilia By 
John Addington Symonds (written mostly between i860 and 
1862) Twenty-Jhfe Copies prinUd for the Author's use, 1884. 
Octavo, white vellum wrappers. Pp. 40. 

[v] 



FORE WORD 



should find welcome and acceptance. For 
along with that other and later series of haunt- 
ingly beautiful "Poems by Four Authors'* 
there is in these pages just the same youthful 
cry of forlorn Youth, — the subdued but acute 
sense of all things fair and fading. A minor 
musicy it may be, nay, is, but loved and 
remembered because of the vanished hand 
that noted it down. It was the prelude to 
Symonds' life-long search for the effective 
word, a search he never lived to complete to 
his own satisfaction, but in it we hear the 
boy's clear voice and feel that he had already 
come to know what he afterwards compressed 
into a single poignant line, — 

All life is but a wandering to find home. 



CONTENTS 



I A LIEDER KREIS 



II LOVE AND DEATH 



III SNATCHES OF SONG 



IV A RHYMING INCATENATURA 



V IN DREAMLAND 



VI AN IDYLL 



VII HYMEN^US TO HESPERUS 



VIII FOR A PICTURE OF THE DEAD CHATTERTON 



IX GREEK ALLEGORIES 



X THE DESERTED PLEASANCE 



XI FROM DAWN TILL DAWN 



XII A LULLABY FOR CHRISTMAS 



xrrr the south wind 



3 

21 
22 

24 

25 

26 

27 
28 

33 

35 

38 

40 
42 



[Vii] 



A LIEDER KREIS 



POEMS 



A LIBDBR KRBIS 



/^LOUDS o'er a meadow, 
^*^ Wind on the corn ; 
And man like a shadow 
Is fitfully borne. 

Waves on the ocean, 

Flames of a fire ; 
Oh, swift is emotion 

And subtle desire I 

Death like a gloaming 
Comes over the west ; 

The shadow stops roaming. 
The wave is at rest. 



[3] 



POEMS 



II 



XJEVER a breeze 

^ ^ Hath stirred the trees 

This long October day ; 
But the dripping eaves 
Are thick with leaves, 

That silently fall away. 

All night there went 
A discontent 

Around yon lonely fir ; 
But when the day 
Broke sad and grey, 

Quiet came over her. 

My heart is dead, 
The unrest fled 

That rocked me through the night ; 
But a world's weight lies 
On the tired eyes 

That loathe and rebuke the light. 



[4] 



POEMS 



III 



THE stately ships are passing free 
Where scant light strikes along the flood ; 
Gaunt Winter scowls o'er field and wood : 
Oh, who will bring my love to me ? 

White gulls fly screaming to the sea ; 
The bitter east wind sweeps the sky ; 
Faint snow-streaks on the hillside lie : 
Oh, who will bring my love to me ? 

The hawthorn bough is bare and dree ; 
The spiky holly keeps him warm ; 
Brown brake shrills shivering in the storm : 
Oh, who will bring my love to me ? 

The bright blue sky is cold to see ; 
The frosty ground lies hard and bare : 
So cold is hope, so hard is care : 
Oh, who will bring my love to me ? 
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POEMS 



IV 



LOVE, sat like a boy by my pillow, 
And murmured a song in mine ears 
Of death on the breasts of the billow 
And darkness and desolate years. 

His sweet eyes were streaming with sorrow, 
His tresses were tangled and torn ; 

On his fair brows the fear of to-morrow 
Was fixed like the tooth of a thorn. 

He smiled at the close of hb singing ; 

He kissed me with kisses of air : 
When I woke in the dawn, I was wringing 

Vdn hands in a passion of prayer. 



[6] 
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POEMS 



IN the sunny scented meadows, 
By the basking summer sea, 
I have watched the trooping shadows 

Over lawn and over lea 
Passing sadly, passing slowly, 
like the years of melancholy 
That divide my days from thee. 

By the fireside I have lingered. 
Lived again the April mom 

When young £r6s, fiery-fingered, 
In our heart of hearts was bom ; 

When our hopes flew forth together, 

\^nged their way in halcyon weather, 
And life's winter was out-wom. 

Here in Paris I remember 
All the sweetness of the hours 

When the russet-red September 
Cast a glory on the bowers, 

[7] 
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POEMS 



When at dawn we crossed the ferry, 
Plucked the coral briony berry, 
Sat among the fading flowers ; 

Or that happier noontide glory 
When I taught thee how to twine 

Hyacinth and star-wort hoary 
And the purple columbine, 

And I told thee how Apollo, 

Quoiting in the Spartan hollow. 
Made the youth he loved divine. 

From that tale of old-world sadness 
Fell the shade of coming death 

For one moment on our gladness : — 
We were still and held our breath : 

While the thrushes sang in chorus. 

And anemones nodded o'er us. 
Lying low amid the heath. 



[8] 



POEMS 



VI 



THE down of thy delicate cheek 
Drank dew from the fountain of life ; 
Thy lips, when they parted to speak, 

With honey and sugar were rife ; 
Who loveth to drink of the dew 
Of honey, to taste of them flew. 



[9] 



POEMS 



VII 



HAPPY the man upon whose eyes 
Each morn thy beauty shineth I 
His sun shall never leave the skies, 
His summer ne'er declineth. 

Whoso with wine is drunk, will wake 

When matin songs are chanted : 
But who from Beauty's fount doth slake 
His thirst, may never hope to wake 
Till Doomsday disenchanted. 



[lo] 






POEMS 



VIII 

AH, but to be 
Once more alone with thee 1 
What treasure would I g^ve 
Again to live 

As in the days when thou didst gladden me ! 
I am grown old : 
In this thought-burdened brain. 
In each still beating vein, 
The life that erewhile nourished me is cold. 
O Love 1 I die, 
But thou, new-bom, dost fly 
Aloft on wings irradiate with gold. 
Into yon skies that hold 
The fountains of the soul's eternity. 



["] 



POEMS 



IX 



WITH a sense of things that are over, 
A touch of the years long dead, 
A perfume of withered clover, 
An echo of kindness fled, 

We wake on this morn when snow-wreaths 

Silently thaw to rain, 
And the love that the old years know breathes 

Dying, not bom again. 

Cold and grey is the morning, 

Grey with evanishing rose ; 
We wake, and I feel her warning, 

I know what the doomed man knows. 

Stayed are the streams of madness, 

Dried is the fount of tears ; 
But oh, at the heart what sadness I 

And oh, in the soul what fears ! 



[12] 



POEMS 



PARTING to meet again 
Is such sweet sorrow. 
That souls of men are fain 
From Fate to borrow 
So much of grief and ache 
As may joy keener make. 

Yet shall the word be given 

One day for endless 

Parting, when we to heaven 

Or hell go friendless. 

Ah, dared we hope that feet 

And lips even there should meet ! 



[13] 



POEMS 



XI 



ONCE more from midnight visions and the strain 
Of sleepless pain 
I have arisen, and I stand 
Not as a victor glorious with the palm 
In my right hand. 
But cold and calm, 
To fate resigned. 
With reason clothed and in my firmer mind. 

Lo, from her amethystine cup 

The bay to heaven is tossing up 

Incense of buds new-bom ! 

Lo, songs of mom 

Ascend from nightingales, in choms flinging 

Their souls forth from their quick and quivering throat ! 

The world is ringing 

With music; not one note 

Makes discord ; I alone am grave and mute. 



I 

k 
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XII 

COME not to stir again 
The old sad dream of pain. 
To smile and weep : 
Your melancholy eyes. 
Your soft remembered sighs, 
Ohy let them sleep. 



[IS] 



POEMS 



XIII 



VIOLETS plucked or daffodils 
Fade beside their native rills ; 
Lilies crushed by careless feet 
Droop ere Spring and Summer meet ; 
So thy flower of youth, too soon 
Cropped before the strength of June, 
No kind dew, no kiss o| rain, 
Makes to grow or bloom again. 



[i6] 



POEMS 



XIV 



THOUGH, Love, thy lips are pale with praying, 
Though thy crowned brows are faint and chill. 
Thy tired eyes dim with long delaying, 
And down thy cheeks the salt tears straying, 
Yet, Love, thou art our own Lord still 



[17] 
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POEMS 11 



LOVE AND DBATH 



LOVE came and in his hand 
He bore a wilding wreath 
Of blood-red flowers, the breath 
Of summer breezes fanned. 

Death came, and on £he sod 
He set a lily white, 
A lily pale as night, 
Before the laughing god. 

Love's red, red roses fell ; 
They had nor root nor fruit : 
With leaf and lusty shoot 
Death's lily flourished well. 

Love wept, but Death was true : 
When all Love's flowers were shed, 
He wreathed around Love's head 
Death's lily wet with dew. 
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SNATCHES OF SONG 



OH, distance blue ! 
My love, like you, 
Is fair and fancy-free. 
Oh, distance grey 1 
My love one day 
Like you shall sunless be. 
Oh, summer woods with leafy screen 1 
My love's fresh youth, like yours, is green 
Yet winter comes to bare your bower ; 
And years shall crop his fading flower. 



["] 



POEMS III 



II 



LIKE March when swallows linger long. 
Like aisles when choiring throats are dumb, 
like the lone ouzel from whose home 
A boy hath stolen the callow young: 
So grieves my heart ; for thou art not. — 
March brings the swallow back next year ; 
Next mom the anthem rises clear; 
The bird forgets her lonely lot. 



C«3] 



IV POEMS 



A RHYMING INCATENATURA 

1 CALLED on music to unbind 
These chains around my spirit twined ; 
I summoned Love to soothe and slake 
This incommunicable ache, 
Deep in the marrow of my mind. 

But Love lay curled, a sleeping snake, 
And Music had no spell to shake 
The burden from a bruisbd soul. 
Now, fierce as midnight thunder-roll, 
The hoarse-tongued Sisterhood awake ; 

Furies and fiends, with flaming bowl, 
Threatening — Thou art so scant of breath. 
Go forth to meet the second death, 
Naught but the grave can be thy goal 1 

The fire no time extinguisheth, 

The worm that never wearieth, 

The cry of souls condemned — Too late ! 

We fall, we fall, precipitate ! 

Hell gapes, and high Heaven threateneth ! 

[«4] 
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IN DREAMLAND 



WITH a clash and a clangour of pinions, 
A rush and a rapture of wings. 
Flew dreams through my spirit's dominions, 
A drift of ineffable things. 

Come one with the swoop of a plover, 
Bent low to my pillow and cried ; 

His lips were the lips of a lover. 
He sang and my spirit replied. 

On melody's wings I will bear thee. 
Dear soul of my soul, to the sea 1 

Fear not, for my spirit is near thee, 
My plumes they are panting for thee ! 

He sang, and his pinions were shaken ; 

He sobbed in the strength of his song: 
My spirit sprang forth — ah forsaken ! 

Sleep fled, and the wings and the throng. 



[«S] 
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VI POEMS 



AN IDYLL 



WHERE is my love? ye careless shepherds, say 
Where have they laid him ere the break of day ? 
By what wild mere amid the windy reeds ? 
In what deep flowery margent of still meads ? 

Is he too ^1 forlorn ? 

In some cold cave of mom 
Lies he forsaken and alone ? 
He for whose loss I make my moan, 
Wandering of life neglected, left 

'Mid glad men love-elate, 
In outer gloom, of hope bereft. 

And unregenerate ! 

O where is he ? cold-hearted shepherds, say 
Where have ye laid him ere to dawn of day ? 
For all my seeking upon land or sea 
Cannot bring back my own soul's love to me. 



[26] 



POEMS VII 



HYMBN^US TO HBSPBRUS 



SHINE forth, my star ! The day is dead, 
Thy shepherd waits for thee 1 
Come ere the lamps of heaven are fed 1 
Shine forth ere dusky night hath spread 
Her purple canopy I 

I gaze into the liquid gold 

That bathes yon shadowy mountains ; 
I gaze into the azure cold, 
Whose deep transparent caverns hold 

The starlight's hidden fountains. 

I watch thy love-beams wider grow 

Through all their steadfast gleaming; 

I see them pant, dilate, and glow, 

I feel them on my forehead flow. 

And round my .dark hahr streaming. 

Thy kisses melt my languid lips. 

My limbs are lost in thine ; 
Thy chariot on the hill-brow dips ; 
I mount, I glide, and lo ! it slips 

Down to a realm divine 1 

[«7] 



VIII POEMS 



FOR A PICTURE OF THB DEAD CHATTBRTON 



PALE the laurels on thy forehead; 
Calmed thy madness, cold thine eye ; 
And the pallid morning sunbeams 
On thy blanched cheek swoon and die. 

Yet e'en now perchance thou dreamest 

Far away in Redclyffe's aisle, 
Where the gloaming of her arches 

Lures thee to that fitful smile. 

Haply see'st thou in thy dreamland 
Choir and priest in solemn line, 

Organ*hushed and moving slowly 
With the pyx upreared divine. 

Now they pause, and from the windows 
Knightly gules and gold are thrown. 

Aureoles for monkish foreheads, 
Jewels on sepulchral stone. 

[28] 



POEMS VIII 

Or a childish scene of meadows 

Wooded fair by Avon's shore. 
Masts and steeples clustering proudly 

Round the lightning-shattered tower. 

Or a din of Dacian battle. 
Whirling sword and hurtling spear, 

Aella's lethal war-cry sounding 
Rout and ruin to the rear. 

Or, may be, thy London madness. 

And die flames of party-strife. 
Wielding keen politic daggers 

In the struggle for thy life. 

Right or wrong, who cares? thy justice 

Is the freedom of thy pen : 
Hew thee life from either faction 

In the clash and crush of men I 

Men defraud thee, men revile thee. 

Call thee forger, call thee knave, 
Or in bitterer scorning leave thee 

To an unremembered grave. 

[a.9] 



vin POEMS 

Thou hast genius ; thou canst fashion 

Every sharp satiric brand ; 
Churchill's rhyme, the phrase of Junius, 

Own the magic of thy hand. 

Now 'tis o'er ; the dream is ended ; 

Lo I the poison works its will : 
See the spasm pinch that forehead ! 
Now it fades, and all is still. 

Fair he lies, like sculptured marble 
Fashioned from some Grecian's brain 

For a young Adonis sleeping 
Till the zephyrs wake again. 

Fair he lies ; the nut-brown tresses 
Thrown from his recumbent head 

Stream about him as he slumbers, 
Cast a glory on the bed. 

And the massive forehead under 

Yellow-pale as ivory glows 
O'er the fire-fed eyes that darken. 

Shrouded in their lids' repose. 

[30] 



POEMS VIII 

But the cheeks are wan and hollow, 

And the parted lips are pale, 
Curled m anguish as the lonely 

Spirit left them with a wail. 

Brother, would that thou hadst lingered ! 

How my soul goes forth to thee, 
Bridging many years with yearning 

To unclasp thy mystery 1 

None was thine to soothe or solace : 

Eagles sweep the skies alone : 
Uncompanioned desolation 

Made thee perfect for thy throne. 

Yet we live, the poor and puny, 

Triilers of a feebler age, 
Birds who never beat their pinions 

At the barriers of their cage. 

Yea, we live ! no fierce hopes sear us, 

Piercing to the fervent brain ; 
No divine immortal longings 

Shred our heart with fibred pain. 

[31] 



VIII POEMS 

lives of small endeavour lead we. 

Timid evil, vacant good, 
Earth-engenderedy trembling vaguely 

At the chillness of our blood. 

Thou hast died : would thou hadst lingered I 
But the Seraph cased in earth 

Burned his house of clay and rent it, 
Weening of his fiery birth. 

Draw a curtain o'er the picture, 
Primrose-pale with sallow mom, 

And the legend graven round it — 
Cut the branch that might have borne I 

Cut the branch, and burned the laurel ; 

Nipped the buds of future fruit; 
Poet's dream and searing satire, 

Trumjiet dang and tender lute. 



[3«] 



POEMS IX 



6RBBK ALLB60RIES 



UPON the plinth of marble white 
In sleep reclines Hermaphrodite ; 
A Satyr bent above him seems 
To incubate those golden dreams. 
What means the mythus ? Living lust 
Would fain in one cup merge the must 
Of pleasure pressed from maid and boy, 
The maddening wine of double joy : 
But he, who hath both sexes, can 
Only in dreams become a man. 
In dreams a maid, condemned to kiss 
In bitter dreams a barren bliss. 



[33] 



IX POEMS 



II 



OVER the wave Narcissus bends, 
The cold and glassy wave, that lends 
Wan glamour to his face : 
He heeds not wanton maids a-maying, 
Nor amorous men with passion praying 
For honey-sweet embrace. 

For who hath found a joy intense, 
A bliss transcending mortal sense, 

In self-begotten dreams, 
Will seek not lips that kiss, or rest 
On any man's or maiden's breast, 

But pines by Fancy's streams. 



[34] 
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THB DBSBRTBD PLBASANCB 



OFT had I heard of beauty in decay, 
Of princely gardens grasa-o'eigrown, 
And woods primeval 'neath whose roofage lay 
A wreck of sculptured stone. 

But ne'er in dream' or story did I gaze 

On such fantastic loveliness. 
As when, O friend, I trod with thee the maze 

Of that lone wilderness. 

Stored with rich trees and strange the garden grew ; 

All various ; some from tropic isles. 
Burning with Orient glories and the hue 

Of sunset's crimson smiles. 

It was a forest full of oldest dreams ; 

And none but felt its flowers his own, 
Deeming that he had dwelt there, drank the streams. 

And heard those poplars moan. 

[35] 



X POEMS 

Shadowed by dreams the brooding waters slept, 
Rush-grown and lilied to the shore, 

Where basking snakes among the bluebells crept, 
'Neath boughs of sycamore. 

But most I loved the bridge whose tottering arch, 
Fledged with rathe plumes of feathery ferns, 

Led from long alleys of the odorous larch 
And remedy haunts of hems, 

Down to a lawn unshaven, girt with trees, 

Which like a sylvan theatre 
Curved its broad sides 'neath wildwood canopies. 

Converging tier by tier : 

And in a hollow where the wintry wind 
Sere leaves of beech and oak had sown. 

Lay on a marble basin, coral-twined, 
A statue overthrown : 

Some musical Arion ; one soft thigh 
Still clasped the dolphin at his play ; 

All else was shattered, and the lips are dry 
Of any silvery spray. 

[36] 



POEMS 

Here on the cool green sward my fancy drew 

A group of ladies, lute in hand. 
Youths at their feet 'mid flowers whose changeful hue 

Shone like a jewelled sand. 

Such women filled the canvas of Watteau, 
Or gemmed the lawns of high Versailles, 

Rustling their silks, or sUent to the low 
Moan of the nightingales. 

They, they are gone 1 June's nightingales for me 
Strain their full throats. Leaf cries to leaf : 

*< We change not, though you change 1 Our melody 
StOl flows, a heaven of grief I " 



[37] 
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FROM DAWN TILL DAWN 



IN AN ELM-AVENUE 



IN the mom the elms were sighing, 
Like the crying 
Of dumb creatures pain-oppressed. 



All day long their boughs kept moaning, 
Like the groaning 
Of a soul in sore unrest. 

When night fell, they clamoured, roaring, 
Like the pouring 
Of foam-breakers from the west. 

Ere day dawned, they thundered, crashing. 
Like the clashing 
Of shells round a castle crest. 

When mom rose, they stretched, storm-shattered 
Like shot-battered 
Soldiers, leaning breast to breast. 

[38] 



POEMS XI 



Now, forlorn and faint and throbbing, 
In the sobbing 
Of spent winds the dead elms rest. 



[39] 



XII POEMS 



A LULLABY FOR CHRISTMAS 



SLEEP, baby, sleep 1 The mother sings : 
Heaven's angels kneel and fold their wings. 

Sleep, baby, sleep ! 



Sleep, baby, sleep I The father cries : 
Stars lean and worship from the skies. 

Sleep, baby, sleep ! 

With swathes of scented hay thy bed 
By Mary's hand at eve was spread. 

Sleep, baby, sleep I 

At midnight came the shepherds, they 
Whom angels wakened by the way. 

Sleep, baby, sleep I 

And three kings from the East afar 
Ere dawn came, guided by thy star. 

Sleep, baby, sleep ! 

[40] 






POEMS xii 

They brought thee gifts of gold and gems, 
Pure Orient pearls, rich diadems. 

Sleep, baby, sleep I 

But thou, who liest slumbering there. 
Art King of kings, earth, stars, and air. 

Sleep, baby, sleep ! 

Sleep, baby, sleep I The shepherds sing : 
Through earth, through heaven hosannas ring. 

Sleep, baby, sleep ! 



[41] 
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THE SOUTH WIND 



o 



^VER this prison, 

Where suns new-risen 
Can yield no vision 

Beyond our vale, 
The South wind, winging 
His way, and bringing 
Echoes of singing, 

Doth lightly sail : 
That rippling burden 
Full oft I've heard on 
The vraves he stirred on 

Italian sea. 
O light land-rover, 
O soft sea-lover. 
Soul of the South, I am fain for thee ! 

Thou fickle stranger, 
> Blithe ocean-ranger, 
From dread and danger 
And man's doubt free ! 



POEMS xin 

Thy wings enfold me, 
Thy whispers hold me ; 
What hast thou told me 

Of Venice and thee ? 
A vault of thunder; 
Two lives thereunder. 
That clasp and sundefj 

In gloom and glare. 
This hast thou sung to me, 
This thou hast flung to me, 
Swift as the lightning on earth and air 1 

For though years carry 
Their load, and tarry 
On hearts that marry 

With frore despair; 
Still 'neath thy pinion, 
E'en misery's minion 
Scorns her dominion. 

And smiles at care. 
These lips with kisses, 
Where love still misses 
Hope's crown of blisses. 

Are fsunt and fain : 
For thou hast sought me, 

[43] 



xiii POEMS 

Tby breath hath brought me, 
lips of light lovmg above the main. 

In life's Decembers 
The heart remembers 
That 'neath jo3r's embers 

Lurked fear and pain I 
Yet, O my master, 
Through all disaster 
Thrills fast and faster 

Thy yearning strain ! 
I pine and sicken ; 
Keen memories thicken ; 
These dry roots quicken 

'Neath winter's bed I 
For thou hast spoken, 
Thy spells have broken 
Frosts of the spirit that found her dead. 

Oh, follow, follow 1 
From this white hollow 
Fly like the swallow 1 

Lay Hope's tired head 
In some south garden. 
Where Youth is warden, 

[44] 
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And gates are barred on 

The North wind's tread ! 
Let music waft her 
With light and laughter 
Where, months hereafter, 

Some clinging scent 
Of pines that languish 
In summer's anguish 
Shall tell of the pains of the years here spent ! 

Ah me, forsaken ! 
From dreams I waken : 
Thy wings are shaken, 

Thy veil is rent : 
Snows, snows surround me ; 
Winter hath bound me ; 
Old age hath found me ; 

My brows are bent. 
Haste, haste, sea-lover ! 
Lest snowflakes cover 
Thy wings that hover 

Above our vale ! 
For the North winds whistle ; 
The stout pines bristle : 
Soul of the South, thou art frail and pale 1 
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Love hath Us poppy-wreath^ 

"Sot Night alone, 
I kwl my head beneath 

Lovers tilted throne : 
Then to my sleep he brought 

This anodyne — 
The flower of many a thought 

And fancy fine: 
hform^ aface^ no more ; 

Fairer than truth ; 
A dream from death* spade shore ; 

The soul of youth : 
A dream so dear^ so deepy 

All dreams ahove^ 
That still I pray to sleep — 

Bring Love back^ Love I 
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